Cankrcd with pcace,to pare your Cankrcd hate, 
Ifcueryou difturbcour ftrccts againc, 
"Your liucs fhall pay the forfeit of the peace. 
For this time all the reft depart away : 
You Capulet (hall goe along with me, 
And Momtague come you this afternoons, 
To know our Fathers pleafure in this cafe : 
To old Frec-townc,our common iudgcciicnC place : 
Once more on paine of death, all men depart. Exeunt* 

Mom. Who fet this auncient quarrell new abroach ? 
SpeakeNephew,wereyou by, when it began: 

Ben. H?ere were the feruants of. your aduerfarie, 
And yours clofe fighting ere I did approach, 
I drew to part them, in the inftant came 
The fiery Tibalt t w\th his fword prcpar'd, 
Which as he breath'd defiance to my earcs, 
He fwong about his headend cut the windes, 
Who nothing hurt witha)l,hift him in fcorne. 
While were enterchanging rhrulls and blowes> 
Cam? more and more,and fought on part and part, 
Till cbe Prince came, who parted either parr. 

Wife. O where is Romeojaw you him to day? 
Right glad am I, he was not at thi> fray. 

Ben, Madam, an houre before the worfhipt Sun 
Peer'd forth the golden window of the Eaft, 
A troubled mind draue me ro walkc abroad, 
Wnerevndcrneath thegroueof Sycamour, 
That Weft- ward rooteth from this City fide : 
So eareiy walking did I fee your Sonne : 
Towards him I made,but he was ware of me, 
And ftole into the couert of the wood, 
I mcafuring his affections by my owne, 
Which then moft fought, wher mod might not be found; 
Being one too many by my weary felfc, 
Purfued my Honour,not pursuing his 
And gladly flmnn\l,who gladly fled from me. 

Mount. M viy a morning hath he there beene fcene, 
With teares augmenting thefrcfh mornings deaw, 
Adding to cloudes,morc cloude* with his deepefighes, 
But all fo foone as the all-cheering Sunne, 
Should in the fartheft Eaft begin to draw 
The fhadic Curtaines from Auroras bed, 
Away from light fteales home my heauy Sonne, 
And priuate in his Chamber pennes himfelfe, 
Shuts vp his windowes,lockes faireday-light out, 
And makes himfelfe an artificial! night: 
Blacke and portendous mull this humour proue, 
VnleflTegood counfell may the caufe rcmouje. 

Ben. My Noble Vncle doe you know the caufe ? 

Mom. I neither know it,nor can learne of him. 

Hen. Haue you iroportun'd him by anymcanes? 

Mom. Borh by my (fife and many others Friends, 
But he his pwne affciUons counfcller, 
Is to himfclfef I will not fay how true) 
But to himfelfe fo fecret and fo clofc, 
Sofarrefrom founding and difcouery, 
As is the bud bit with an eoufous worme, 
Ere he can fpread his fwcete leaues to the ayre, 
Or dedicate his beauty to the fame. 
Could we but learne from whence his forrowes grow, 
We would as willingly glut cure, as know.. 

Enter Romeo. 

Be.n See where he comes,fo pleafe you flep afide, 
He know his greeuance,or be much denide. 

Mom. I would thou wert fo happy by thy ftay, 
To hearc true thrift. Come Madam let's away. Exeunt. 
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\ Hen. 


Good morrow Coufin. 
Rom. Is the day fo young ? 
Ben. But new ftrookc nine. 
**m. Ayeme, fad houres fcenic long- 
Was that my Father that went hence J% faft } 


Hen. Itwas:whatfadncsIcngthen7s^L i 

^g.QiakestCftc 


Ro. 

Ben. In loue. 
Romeo. Out. 
Ben. Ofloue. 

Rom. Out of her fauour where I am i 


Hen. Alas that louc fo gentle in his vTew"*' 
Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proofed 

Rom. Alas that loue,whofe view is muffled Ail! 
Should without eyes.fee path-wayes to his will • 
Where fhall wc dine ? O me : what fray was heer 
Yet tell me not/or I hauc heard it all: 
Hcerc's much to do with hate,but mor* with loue 
Why then,0 brawling loue.O louing hate 
O any ttung,of nothing firft created : 
Ohcauie lightnefle,ferious vanity, 
Miftiapcn Chaos of welfeeing formes, 
Feather of leadjwight fmoake,cold fir e,fickc health 
Still waking fkepe,that is not what it is : | 
T^s loue feele I,that feclc no loue in this. 
£>oeft thou not laugh i 

Hen. No CozeJ rather wecpe. 
Rom. Good hcarc,at what i 
Hen. At thy good hearts opprefsion. 
Rom. Why fuch is loues tranfg refsion. 
Gricfes of mine owne lie heauie in my breaft, 
Which thou wilt propagate to hauc it prcaft * 
With more of thinc,this loue that thou haft (Wnc 
Doth addc more gricfe,to too much of mineowne, . 
Loue,isafmoakemade with the fume of fighes, 
Being purg*d,a fire fparkling in Louers eyes, 
Being vcxt,a Seanourifot with louing teares, 
What is it elfe ? a madnefle,mofi difcreet, 
A choking gall,and a prcferuing fweet : 
Farewell my Coze. 

Ben. Soft I will goe along. 
And if you Ieaue me fo,you do me wrong. 

Rom . Tut I haue loft my felfe, I am not here, 
This is not Romeo,hct 9 s fome other where. 
Ben. Tell me in fadneflc,who is that you louc ? 
Rom. What fhall I grone and tell thee f 
Ben. Grone,why no r butfadly tell me who. 
%om. A ficke man in fadnelTc makes his will i 
A^word ill vrg'd to one that is fo ill 
In fadnefle Cozin,I do loue a woman. 

Hen. I aym'd fo neare,when I fuppof dyou lou'd. 
Rom. A right good markeman,and fhec's fairc I loue 
Ben. A right faire maikc>faire Cozens fooncft hit. 
Rom. Well in that hit you mifle,fiieel not be hit 
With Cupids arrow, Che hath Dims wit : 
And in ftrong proofe of chaftity wellarm'd; 
From loues weake childifh Bow,(hc liues vncharmM. 
Shee will not ftay the ficge of louing tearmcs, 
Nor bid th'incounter of availing eyes. \ 
Nor open her lap to Sainft-feducing Gold ; 
O ftie is rich in beautie^hcly poore, 
That when fhe dies,with beautie dies her dare. 
Ben, Then fhe hath fworne,that flic will ftill liuc chaft ? 
Rom. Shehath*and in that {paring make huge waft? 
For beauty fteru'd with her leuerity, 
Cuts beauty off from all pofteritic. 

She 
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,o fairc,too wifewi : fely too fairc, 

jicricb 
hath fc 
i lined 

Tm O teach me how ilhould forget to thinke. 


* ci ^l5ffe by making mc difpajre 


T° 7 h forfworne to Ioue,and in that voW 
^l .n dead,that hue to tell it now. 

Be rufd by me,forget to thinke ofher. 
} O teach me how I Ihould forget t 
ten r By giuing liberty vnto thine eyes, 


famine 


other beauties, 


o Tis the way to cal hers(exquifit)in queftion more, 

r it happy ^ a5kcs that kiffc taire Ladics browcs > 
I L blackc,puts vs in mind they hide the faire : 
Ethat is ftrooken blind,cannot forget 
?hcprcciou5 treafure of his eye-fight loft : 
1" v me a Miftrcffc that is paffing faire, 
What doth her beauty feruc but as a note, 
VVhcre I may read who paft that paflTmg faire. 
Lcwcll thou can'ft not teach mc to forget, 

<Be». lie pay that do£lrine f or elfe die in debt- Exemt 
Enter Cafftlet y Comtie Paru,*nd the Clowne. 

Ctftt, CMountagtte is bound as well as I, 
Inpcnalty ahke,and tis not hard I thinke, 
for men fo old as wee, to kt epe the peace. 

p 4r . Of Honourable reckoning areyou both, 
And pittie 'tis you li^d at ods fo long * 
But now my Lord, what fay you to my fute ? 

Caff*. Bat faying ore what I haue faid before, 
My Child is yet a ft ranger in the world, 
Shcc hath not fcenc the change of foutteene yearcs, 
[ ct two rnoref Summers-wither in their pride, 
Ere wc may thinke her ripe to be a Bride. 

pari* Younger then fhr,are happy mothers made. 

C*p0- A°d too foone inar'd arc thofc fo early made : 
garth hathfwallowed all my hopes but fhe, 
^hee 1 , die hopefull Lady of my earth: 
But wooe her gentle Varu^t her heart, 
My will to her confent.is but a part, 
Andflice agree^ithin her fcopcof choife, 
Lyes my confentjand faire according voice : 
This night I hold an old accuftom'd Fcaft, 
Whereto 1 haue inuitedmany aGucH, 
Such as I loue>and you among thr (tore, 
One more,moft welcon>e makes ray number more : 
At my poore houfe/iooke to behold this night, 
Earth treading ftaires.thar make darke hcauen light, 
Such comfort as do lufty young men feele, 
When well apparrcl'd April l/>n the heele 
Ofhmping W inter ireads^uen fuch delight 
Among frefh Fcnnell buds fhail you this night 
Inherit at my houfe:hearc alkali fee : 
And like her moftjwhofc merit moft fhall be ; 
Which one more veiw,of many 3 minc being one, 
May ftand in number,though in reckning none. 
Come,gocwifhme: goefirrah trudge about. 
Through fairc t r eron*fi<\& thofe per tons out, 
Whofe names arc written there,and to them fay, 
Myhoufe and welccme,on their pleafure ftay. Exit, 

Ser. Find them out whofe names are written. Heeicit 
is written, that the Shoo-maker (hould meddle with his 
Yard, and the Tayler with his Laft^thc Fifhcr with his 
Pcnhll, and the Painter with his Nets. But I am fent to 
find thofe perfons whofe names are writ,& can neuer find 
whatnam^s the writing perfon hath here writ 5 ( I muft to 
the learned) in good time. 

Enter Henuolio^ndl^meo. 
Ben. Tut man,onefiic burnes out anothers burning, 
One paine is lelncd by anothers anguiih : 


I urnc giddie^and be holpe by backward turning : 
One defparate greefc,curcs with anothers Uuguilh : 
Take thou fome new infe&ion to the eye. 
And the rank poyfon ofthe old wil die* 

Hgn. Your Plantan leafe is excellent for that* 
Hen. For what I pray thee* 
Rom. For your broken ftVm. 
Hen. Why Romeo art thou mad? 
Rom. Not mad,but bound more then a mad man is : 
Shut vp in prifon,kcpt without my foode, 
Whipt and tormented : and Godden good fellow, 
Ser. Godgigodenjpray fir can you read ? 
Rom. I mine owne fortune in my mifcrie. 
Ser. Perhaps you haue learn'd it without booke : 
But I pray can you read any thing you fee ? 

Rom. I, if I know the Letters and the Language, 
Ser. Ye fay honeftly,reft you merry. 
Rom. Stay fellow 5 I can read. 

He reades the Letter. 

SEi?ne«r TAartino^nihU wife and daughter : Count j j4n< 
felme and bis beauttous fijlcrs : the Lady widdow ofVtru 
mo, Seigneur Placentw, and his lonely Neeces : Mercuttoand 
his 'brother Valentine : mine vncle Cafulet hu wifeand daugh- 
ters: my faire Nerce Ro J aline \hma^igneur V*leHtio>& hts 
Co fen 7 ybalt : Lucto and the Ituely Helena. 
A faire afiembly, whither {hould they come ? 
Ser. Vp. 

Rom. Whither? to fupper? 
Ser. Toourhoufe, 
Rom* Whofe houfe? 
Ser. MyMaifters, 

Rom. Indeed I ftiould haue askt you that before 
Ser. Now Jlc tell you without asking. Mymaiftcris 
the great rich Capnlet, and if you be not of the houfe of 
Mcuntawes I pray come and crufh a cupx>fwine. Reft 

Pv'tt 

you merry. 

Ben. At this fame auncient Feaft of Capulet* 
Sup.^ i he faire ^ofaiine^hom thou fo loues ; 
With all the admired Beauties of Verona, 
Go thither and with vnattainted eye, 
Compare her face with furne that I fhall ftovv, 
And I will make thee thinke thy Swan a Crow. 

Rom. When the .^euout religion of mine eye 
Maintaincs fuch faifhood ,then turne teares to fire i 
And thefe who often diown'd could neuer die, 
Transparent Heretiques be burnt for liers. 
One fairer then my loue : the all-feeing Sun 
Ncre faw her match,fmce firft the world begun. 

Ben. Tut.you faw her faire,noneelfe being by, 
Hcrfelfe poyl'd with herfelfe in either eye : 
Bat in that Chriftall fcales jet there be waid, 
Y our Ladies loue againft fome other Maid 
That I will flh^vf yois^iining at thisFeoft, 
And fhe fh c w fcant rtiell, wcll,that now fiicwca beft. 

Rom. lie goe aIong,no fuch fight to be ihowne > 
But to rcioycein fplendor of mine owne. 

Enter Capulet s Wife and Nnrfe* 
Wife Nurfe wher*v my daughter? call her forth to me, 
Nurfe. Now by my Maidenhead, at twelue yeareold 
1 bad her come,what Lamb: what Ladi-bird, God forbid, 
Where's this Girlc ? what Inliet ? 

Enter lulietp 
How now,who calls? 
Your Mother. 

Madam I am hecre, what is your will ? 
This is the matter : Nurfe giue leauc awhile, we 


Iuliet. 
Nur. 
Iuliet. 
Wife. 


mud. 


